THE BATTLE  OF FRANCE

plain to our right, the red flames leaping above its
roof-tops. It was all unreal. The names of the
villages painted on the signposts awoke memories of
Waterloo. There were Mont St. Jean, Gennape,
Hougoumont, La Haie Sainte. . . .

'Could that be the Ohian road over there?" I said
to Duncan.

A moment later I read: 'OHIAN, 2 kilometres.9

We had been told that the British troops would
occupy a line along the Dyle, from Louvain to
Wavre. After the evacuated area we did in fact meet
a few British soldiers. They were busy digging
trenches and laying telephone lines just as they had
done in the back areas. There were not many of
them and the plain looked deserted. Somewhere
behind us a battery was firing. A sentry told us we
could take our car no farther. We continued on foot
and came to a ridge that dominated a little valley.
Here we found two Tommies sitting beside a
machine-gun, eating bread and cheese. They got to
their feet and saluted. Duncan spoke to them.

'What river's this?*

The Dyle, sir/

'And what's that on the ridge opposite?5

'The Germans, sir/

Thus it was that Duncan and I, without knowing
it, went into the thick of the Battle of Flanders.

182